CHAPTER III

THE POSTERN GATE

npHE moon had set, and all around us
1 was dark as we broke our bivouac
at Veermut and moved through the pme-
\\oods towards Breuthe, with a cloud of
skirmishers feeling our way " Touch not
the cat but the glove," saith the proverb,
and in truth Alva was a mighty cat Three
hundred men were we. four thousand,
and Alva himself, lay before Breuthe town,
and many more no long journey away.
What could we do against them? Yet
there lay Alva, and the town was doomed
if no help came, and, Breuthe taken, the
country lay at his feet. All that was clear
enough, and no less clear was it when Gas-
par put it bluntly into words as we sat by
the camp fire.

" And so nought is possible, think you ? "
said I at last.

28